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Butif blacke fcandallor fo foulefac’t reproach 
Attend thefequell ofyourimpofition, 

Your mecre inforcement (hall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof. 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

-J^;God Welle your Grace, we fee it, and will f ay lf> 
gio. In faying fo,you (hall but fay the truth. 

Bhc, Then 1 falute you with this kingly Title • 

Long liue King Ric, hard, Englan d s royall Kins * 

May, Amen. 

^w.To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d ? 
G/o.tuen when you will,finccyou will haue itfo’ 
2?#c.To morrow then we will attend your Grace! 

G/o. Come, let vs to our holy taskeagaine : 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt 

Enter gueene mother, Dutehejfe of Torke,. Marques ' 
Dorfet At one doore , ‘DutcheffeofGlodefter 
At Another door e, 

c Dut, Wh o meetes vs heere,my Neece 7 Hantaoenet a 
fxu. Sifter well met, whither away fo faft f 
But. Glo, No farther then the T ower,and as I gueife, 

Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, 

To gratulate the tender Princes there. 
flu.Kind lifter thankes,weele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower, 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes, 
iVl. Licutenant,pray you by your Icaue, 

Howfearesthe Prince? 


Lieu. Well Madam, and in health : but by your Icaue, 

I may notluffer you to vifithim. 

The King hath ftraigbtly charged the contrary. 
i£«,TheKing? why, who’s that? 

Zw«. I cry you merck,! mcane the Lord Protcflor. 
A T J C f ord proted him from that Kingly title; 
Hath he let bounds betwixt their l©ue and me i 
lam their mother, who (hould keepe mefrom them t 
1 am th «r father, mother,and will fee them. 

But, Glo. Their Aunt I am in law, in loue their mother; 
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Then fearenot thou.Hcbeare thy blame, 

And take thy office form theeon my perill. 

Lieu, l doe befeech your Graces all to pardon me : 

I am bound by oath, 1 may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Standlj . 

j’ww.Let me but meeteyour Ladies at an houre hence ; 
And H e hdute your Grace of Torke , as mother ; 

And reuerent looker on, of two faire Queenes. 

Come Madam, you muff goewith meto Weftminfter, 
There to be crowned 'Richards royall Quecne. 

($0.0 cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
May haue fome fcope to beate, or elfe I found 
With this dead liking newes. 

<Z)or, Madam, haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
flu, 0 Dorfet,fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftrudion dogge theeat theheeks, 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children, 

If thou wilt oucr ft ri p death, goc crofte the feas. 

And liue with Richmond from rhe race of hell, 

, Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this daughter houfe, 

Lead thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe, 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene. 

Sum. Full of wife care is thi s your counfcll Madam, 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to mefonne. 

To mceteyou on the way and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie,by vnwife delay. 

But, Tor. O ill difpearfing winde of miferie, 

0 my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cokatrice haft thou hatcht to the 
Whofe vnauoyded eye is murtherous. 
j’to.Come Madam, 1 in allhaftewas 
Butch. And I in all vnwillingneffewill goe, 

Iwouldto Godthat the inclufiue verge 
Of golden mettall that muff round my brovve, 

Werered hotte fteele to leare me tothe braine, 

Annoy nted let me be with deadly poyfon, 
a^ud die,cremencanfay,God fauetheQueenc, 
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